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| awoke to the feeling of soft kisses on my neck. | was afraid to open my eyes - had the last few weeks been 
a dream, and Pelle was still in my arms? 


| was wrong. It was someone else. Someone just as cute, but nothing like Pelle in any other way. This was 


reality. And reality sucked. 


What else could | do? After the first week the tears stopped, and the world around me became dull and 
uninteresting. Only a few things still appealed to me. One of them was sex. 


| recalled how Varg had offered himself to me in exchange for a record deal. I'd known some prostitutes, both 
male and female, but none of them had such big dreams. 


"l wanna be on your label" A glance at the doorway, then back to me. Long lashes over blue eyes. "Please. Hi do 
anything." He bit his lp. 


‘Anything P" 


‘Any thing." 


| wasn't sure if this was the first time he'd done this, or not.. he'd been too skilled, it seemed like he knew 


what he was doing, 

| hoped the little brat hadn't any diseases. 

"Morning, Oystein" In the blink of an eye Varg stretched, stood up and leaned over me for a kiss. | returned it 
Pelle had always fit better in my arms. With Varg, it took some effort. Pelle was more submissive, while Varg 
would touch me whenever he felt like it. They were so different. But who was | kidding? There wouldn't be 


another one like Pelle, ever, not in this millenium. 


Varg hadn't wrapped himself in the sheets and scurried away with shame as I'd expected he would after the 
deed was done. He'd nestled down beside me as if this was his home. And | never questioned it. 


Varg had interest in me that went far beyond getting his music released He was more than just an 
opportunity for sex - he was affectionate, understanding, and soon | felt my life had meaning again. It was 


almost like love. 


| only hoped this one wouldn't kill himself. 


